CHAPTER XXXVI PARIS REVISITED
. T N the spring of this year, 1939, chance sent me to the South A mt to iof France, to Monaco and Monte Carlo.1 scarcely expected tk South to find myself in this paradise of the idle, though my friends} the Bussys, who lived at Cabbe Roquebnme, had often asked me to stay with them, I was somewhat disappointed to discover Roquebrune to be almost a suburb of Monte Carlo; I expected to find it more like the small Italian coast towns, Sestri levante, Camogli, Lerici But seeing the little primitive hill towns behind Monaco with their tortuous streets and mysterious houses,! understood the attraction that artists find in this part of France, At Cabbe Roquebrune, I was told the Bussys had let their villa, I found them living at Nice, in a charming flat, the walls painted a pearly grey, hung with , Simon Bussy's dear, bright paintings and pastels, among them three remarkable portraits, one of Lytton Strachey as a young man, and two recent pastels of Gide and Valery. How often are the best portraits done by men who do not call themselves portrait painters! Bussy's portraits, admirable interpretations of character, are done with a technical perfection which rivals that of Latour. Matisse also Eves at Nice, to whom Bussy sent word that I was with Mm, and a few minutes later Matisse appeared. We had met some thirty years ago; now I found him, with grey hair and beard, grave and self-assured. He may well be so, seeing that he has won through his lovely, tenuous talent, his improvisations with their enticing colouring, a world-wide reputation as a master, So he talked, with his quiet pleasant voice as one JH